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from behind her glasses. The mother looked away and
held out Pavel's speech.
"Here. They would like you to print it as quickly as
possible."
Then she said that Nikolai was expecting to be ar-
rested,
Ludmilla silently slipped the paper into her belt and
sat down. The fire glowed ruddily on her glasses and its
•warm light played over her immobile face.
"When they come for me I will shoot them," she said
quietly and resolutely when the mother finished speaking.
"I have a right to defend myself from violence and I'm
obliged to put up a fight if that's what I challenge others
to do."
The glow of the fire slipped off her face, leaving it as
stern and haughty as ever.
"This is no way to live," thought the mother suddenly,
in a wave of pity,
Ludmilla began to read Pavel's speech half-heartedly,
but she grew more interested as she went on, and at last
turned over the pages one after another with eager im-
patience. When she finished she got   up,   squared   her
shoulders and came over to the mother.
"A very good speech," she said.
She stood musing for a moment with lowered head.
"I didn't want to speak to you about your son—I have
never met him and I don't like to touch on painful sub-
jects. I know what it means to have someone dear to you
sent into exile. But—I was wondering—are you'glad you
have such a son?"
"Very," said the mother.
"And not—afraid?"
"Not any more," answered the mother with a serene
smile.
Ludmilla patted down her plain hair with one hand
and turned to the window, A shadow flitted over her face
—perhaps the .shadow of a suppressed smile.
"I'll set the type in no time. Lie down, You've had a

